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One 


Author's Notes: 
Just a quick, little something that wormed its way into my brain today from a conversation about David and 
his cookies. ;) 


9:07 am 


"Junior, I'm leaving!" Dave banged on his bedroom doorway and then opened it to duck his head in. "What time 


you gonna be home?" 


Junior groaned and rolled over to face his roommate. "I'm off today. | don't have anything planned. | should be 


here when you get in" 
"Okay. Don't forget to work on that song we talked about 


"| know!" 


"See you." 


Junior waited as he heard the door slam behind Dave. He couldn't contain his excitement. He'd waited long 
enough. Dave would be at work all day and it would give him the opportunity to finally repay his friend for 


letting him move in with him. And, you know, a little romance never hurt anybody. 
Maybe that wasn't true. After all, he was going to try to romance Dave Mustaine. 


Junior threw back the sheets and stood up, stretching his arms out over his head and yawning. With a scratch 
to his balls, he shuffled to the bathroom. A glance in the mirror told him that maybe it was time to shave. 
But he admired the way the California sun had bleached his hair. And, oddly enough, it seemed to grow faster 
here in the warmth than it did back home. In the tundra, Junior mused. 


Nope, moving to Los Angeles was the best decision he'd ever made. Even if he was questioning that move 


recently. But becoming Dave's roommate had put the debate to rest. Definitely a good move. 


Back in his room, he dug around the last couple boxes he had yet to unpack. They were mostly books and odds 
and ends his mother made him take with him. ‘A piece of home; she said. Finally, the book he was looking for. A 
large, red and white checkered binder. The Better Homes and Gardens New Cookbook He sat down on his bed 
and held the book in his lap. What did Dave like to eat? 


‘Pussy. No! Stop! Be serious, David!" 
Dave liked Italian. Junior also recalled him commenting on how he liked prime rib that was still running blood. 
Prime rib was expensive, though. He couldn't afford that right now. ‘Someday, though. Someday, we'll eat prime 


rib and caviar and sip champagne! 


He flipped to the Italian section of the cookbook. Lasagna. Or eggplant parmesan. Or spaghetti with homemade 


meatballs and sauce. 

Yes, spaghetti. That's probably reasonably simple. 

11:23 am 

Junior returned to the apartment with his bag of groceries. At the kitchen counter, he swiped an arm across, 
pushing everything else out of his way. He emptied the contents of his bag. A box of pasta, three cans of 
tomato puree, one large can of tomato paste, spices, one pound of ground beef, eggs, breadcrumbs, and a loaf 


of Italian bread. 


With the cookbook opened beside him, Junior opened all the cans and dumped them in a large pot. He added the 


spices and some water and put it over a medium flame. 


‘Cooking is so easy! 


‘Oh no! A bottle of wine! 


Junior turned the burner off and was out the door again He returned from the liquor store around the 


corner with a bottle of $2 red wine. Red goes with Italian. 
He turned on the burner again and stirred his sauce before moving on to making the meatballs. 
53 pm 


The sauce was bubbling gently over the low flame now. The meatballs were baking on a cookie sheet in the 


oven. Junior was in the shower. 


He scrubbed extra hard and washed and conditioned his hair twice. With one towel on his head and another 
around his waist, he stood in front of the mirror and shaved. 


‘Well, its not like | really expect him to take me to bed tonight but it doesn't hurt to be extra prepared, right? 
Oh, Ellefson, you dirty, little dog: 


He rolled his eyes at himself and giggled. 

In his bedroom, he changed his clothes four times before remembering the comment Dave had made about 
that black button down shirt he wore a couple weeks ago. Now, where the hell was it? And those really tight 
jeans that barely even fit would be good, too. 

Just as Junior left his bedroom to check on the meatballs, something inside Dave's bedroom caught his eye. He 
didn't go in there very often Not for any particular reason, it just seemed weird to do when Dave was there 
and never felt inclined to when Dave wasn't there. But he spotted Dave's BC Rich sitting on his bed. 

‘Did Dave sleep with his guitars? 

He sat down on Dave's bed and picked up the guitar and laid it across his thighs, fingering the strings. A smiled 
formed on his lips as he recalled the image of Dave playing it. He was always so free and comfortable. Junior 
knew it was when Dave held a guitar that all the stress, all the bullshit of the past, all his demons left him. He 
wanted Dave to feel the same when he held him. 

‘Oh, shit! I'm supposed to be practicing! 

4:21 pm 

‘What's that smell? 


‘SHIT! SHIT! SHIT! The meatballs! 


Junior dropped his bass guitar onto the couch and flew into the kitchen. He remembered to grab a potholder 
and yanked open the oven door. 


"Oh, no." He groaned out loud as he pulled out the sheet of charred meatballs. They more closely resembled 
little balls of charcoal. Frustrated with himself, he shoved the sheet back into the oven and slammed the door 
closed. Never noticing that a couple of the charcoal balls rolled off the sheet, onto the floor. 


‘How could | be so stupid? Dave is going to be home in an hour and I've ruined everything! 


Even the sauce was burned to the bottom of the pot. He managed to salvage some and put some water on the 


boil the pasta. 


At that point, Junior decided not to leave the kitchen again, lest he ruin even more of the food. Watching and 
waiting for water to boil was dreadfully boring but it was better than letting Dave down. 


4:54 pm 


Junior twirled a single strand of spaghetti around a fork and blew on it before tilting his head back and letting 
the strand snake into his mouth. He smiled to himself as he chewed. At least he'd gotten the pasta right! 


With the colandar sitting in the sink, he lifted the pot from the stove and took it to the sink On his way, he 
stepped on a charcoal ball and stumbled forward, spilling the entire pot onto the floor with a loud clang, boiling 
water and spaghetti splattered all over the floor and the cabinets and refigerator. 


"FÜCKI" He shouted. No! How can one person be so fucking stupid??? Out of anger and frustration, he kicked 
the pot across the room. 


Junior sank down and sat with his back against a cabinet, drawing his knees to his chest. A lump formed in his 
throat as he looked around at the mess. He didn't care about the wasted money or the food or that he sucked 
at cooking. All he thought of was the disappointment he'd see on Dave's face when he came home. Dave worked 
hard at a job he hated just to be able to pay the rent on this crappy apartment and continue to write and 
play music. He worked too hard, Junior thought. Every day that Dave had to go to that job, it was like a little 
bit of his soul was sucked from him. Junior wanted to please him just this one time. He wanted to give him a 
good meal and a little wine and help him unwind and relax. He wanted to show Dave how much he valued him. 
And then maybe Dave would notice him in a different light. Because Junior felt like he could please Dave in that 


regard, too. 


Well, Junior did feel that way. But now, he can't even fucking boil spaghetti. There was no way he'd be able to 


please a man like Dave. He rested his forehead on his knees and sniffled. 


5:29 pm 


The door opened and closed. Junior heard footsteps on the cracked linoleum. 
"Hey. What the fuck happened in here, Junior?" 


He sat up from the fetal position he'd curled into as he continued to wallow and feel miserable about his 


failure. 

"| tried to make you spaghetti but | slipped on a burned meatball and the pot fell out of my hands." 
"What are you doing on the floor? Why didn't you clean it up?" 

"ll get it. Go sit down. You had a long day." Junior slowly stood up and picked up the pot. 

Dave watched him from the entryway and noticed how visably upset Junior was. 

"Hey, its only spaghetti. Don't be so upset." 

"| know." The younger man mumbled. "Just wanted to do something nice for you." 


Dave still didn't move but continued to watch him clean up. He even reached under the sink and pulled out the 


trash can, holding it for Junior to dump the pasta into. 
"Thanks: 

"The sauce smells good" 

"| burned that, too. To the bottom of the pot 

Dave smiled. "It's okay" 

"It is not! | tried to do something for you because you.well, you deserve it! And | fucked up! 

"Well, | see a loaf of bread there. Watch." And Dave proceeded to take the bread and rip it into little chunks. He 
took a chunk, dipped it right into the pot of sauce and popped it into his mouth. The sauce was terrible. It was 


a weird mix of too much garlic and too much sugar. But he smiled at Junior anyway. "Open that wine." 


Junior beamed brightly at Dave before turning to unscrew the cap on the wine. He knew the older man was 


just being kind to make him feel better. 
The two men stood in front of the stove, eating sauce-soaked bread and drinking cheap wine from the bottle. 


"I'm never cooking again" Junior finally muttered. 


"Don't say that. Think of everything else you tried for the first time. Bet you couldn't handle that bass very 
well the first time you picked it up." 


"Come to think of it. It's your fault all of this happened in the first place. You told me to practice that song 
today and | forgot about the meatballs cooking!" 


"Oh, its my fault, huh?" Dave threw a piece of bread at Junior. 
"Hey! Don't make a mess!" 
Dave stopped and stared. 


The two of them giggled. Dave put his arm around Junior's shoulders. He melted into the embrace, pressing 


against Dave's flank, 
"Let's finish the wine, smoke a bowl, and practice some more." 


‘I's now or never, David. Just say it. Just go for it. Come on, look, he's got his arm around you. Just look him 


in the eye and say it! 

"Okay." 

‘Fucking chicken shit! 

2:46 am 

Dave was stretched out on the couch. He had yawned and put his guitar down about 20 minutes ago. 
"Are you sleeping?" 

"Ergh" Dave grunted as he rolled onto his side and drew his knees up. 

"Kay." 


Junior stood and pulled a ratty, old, wool, army blanket down over Dave. He tucked a strand of red hair behind 


Dave's ear. 
"lll get it right next time." He said softly. 


"You got it right this time, Junior." Was the response as a hand snaked out from under the blanket and 
wrapped around his wrist. 


